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at Colebrook and Mahogany's, Jim Whittaker—he had
married Jane Mahogany—had heard of the great event.
" All's well with the Missus, Tewler ? " he asked.
" All Sir Garnet, Sir," said Mr Richard Tewler. " They
tell me he weighed nine pounds.*'
" That's a good start," said Mr Whittaker. " He'll fall
away from that for a bit, but that won't be anything to worry
about. "the firm's been thinking of a silver mug. If there's no
other godfathers in sight. Eh ? "
" Such a nonner," said Mr Tewler, overwhelmed. . . .
Among the warehousemen and boys downstairs he assumed
an air of modest assurance. They attempted badinage.
" So you didn't get them twins you were counting on, Mr
Tooler," said old Matteriock.
" Sample first," said Mr Tewler.
" You took your time getting started," said old Mattcrlock.
" Better than never starting at all, grandfather."
" That's all you know, my boy. Well, now you've found
out how it's done, you be carefiil not to overdo it. What I
mean is, don't make a *abit of it."
" Somebody's got to keep up the breed," said Mr Teiwler.
Mr Matteriock paused in his packing in order to demolish
Mr Tewler by facial play. He featured an opinion of Mr
Tewler's genes, a doubt of his health and beauty, an
astonishment at his presumption. . . .
The proud father was invincible. " It ain*t no good,
Methuselah. You should see my kid."
Shackle, .known as the Sniffer because of an objectionable
but incurable habit, winked heavily at Matteriock, and wiped
his muzzle with his sleeve. " What you ought to do, Tewler,
you know, is to stick a notice of it in The Times> births,
marriages, and deaths. No, no other paper, just The Times.
'Mrs Tewler of a son, no flowers by request.' Just that and
the address. . . . Oh, I know what I'm talking about.
I know a chap that did it. In the blasted old Times, and
straight off from all over the country they began sending his
missus samples of foods and drinks and medicine* and stuff,
for the kid and for *er. Strengthenin* things and so on. I do

